


Behind These Byakugan Eyes

by runeprincess



Category: Naruto
Genre: Adventure, Drama
Language: English
Characters: Bolt U., Himawari U., Mitsuki, Sarada U.
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-19 03:55:06
Updated: 2016-04-25 19:31:04
Packaged: 2016-04-27 15:18:41
Rating: T
Chapters: 7
Words: 21,097
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Himawari has awakened the Byakugan at young age due to everyone's surprise. Since having so, the Hyuga clan insists on taking Himawari under their wing to be trained due to her father always busy with his Hokage duties and having a too soft and kind mother to be "properly" trained. At least in the eyes of Hiashi Hyuga.





	1. Chapter 1

**Behind These Byakugan Eyes**

**Chapter one**

I held my twin brother's, Boruto, hand tight as we both excitedly walked with our mother to Konoha Academy. Our mother had mentioned earlier that we were on our way there so we can be tested to see if were skilled enough to enroll into the Academy. Some instructors and our father, the Hokage, was going to be there to grade our performances so my brother and I were thrilled to see our father since we didn't get to see him as often as we would like. As the Academy came into view, Boruto let go of my hand and ran over to the gates and I raced after him.

"Kids, hold on!" I heard my mother call from behind us and pretended I didn't hear her. Boruto and I joined a large group of children and their parents as we waited on our mother to catch up with us. "Goodness, you two have a lot of energy today." She caught her breath and smiled at us.

"Nah, mom, you're just getting old and out of shape," Boruto replied, waving his hand and smirked. I rolled my eyes at him. Leave to Boruto to make a remark about everything, but my mother and I knew he was only joking.

"When is the Entrance Exams going to start?" I asked, pulling on my mother's dress.

"Oh, yeah! I want to see Dad!" Boruto said and joined me as we both pulled on our mother's dress.

She just looked down and smiled at us. "You two are so impatient. You get that from your father. It should start soon. We just arrived a little early since you two had insisted on leaving so quickly."

Boruto and I exchanged mischievous grins as we had jumped on parent's bed this morning until our mother finally got up and made us breakfast and we practically dragged her out of the house.

"Himawari! Boruto!" We turned around to see Sarada walking towards us with parents. Hm, Sarada's father is here, too? He is usually out of town, but I guess he came to see how his daughter does in the exams. It is a big day for us!

"Hello, Sarada!" I ran and hugged her. She was my best friend. "Hello, Mr. and Mrs. Uchiha." I bowed towards Sarada's parents as both Sarada and Boruto rolled their eyes.

"You don't have to be formal, Hima," Sarada said.

"Sarada, there is nothing wrong with being respectable to our elders," Boruto joked.

"Really, I don't see you being respectable then," Sarada said, shifting her eyes over at my brother.

"Shut up, Four Eyes."

"You shut up, Dope!"

"How about you both just shut up? Wouldn't that be the most logical way to end this argument?" We all turned around to see a boy about our height with tousled white-blue hair, narrowed golden eyes, and pale skin staring at us.

"How about you butt out?" Boruto yelled. "Who are you anyways? I haven't seen you around before!"

"My name is Mitsuki," the boy said and closed his eyes and smiled at us.

"He's creepy looking," Boruto whispered in mine and Sarada ears and Sarada bonked him on the head.

"You don't have to be so rude!"

"What, he didn't hear me!"

As they started to argue again, I just stared at Mitsuki and felt my face grow warm and a weird feeling was spreading throughout my body. I don't know what my body was doing, but it made me felt really happy and nervous all of a sudden. Mitsuki saw me looking at him and reached out to feel my forehead.

"You are a little warm. Are you feeling ill?" he asked me and I quickly shook my head.

"I-I don't know," I stammered. "Um, hi I'm Himawari. But, you can call me Hima!"

"Why would I call you Hima if your real name is Himawari?" Mitsuki asked, confused.

"It is called a nickname!" Boruto interrupted before I could speak. "Like I call Sarada here Four Eyes!" Sarada hit Boruto again. "Ow! Stop doing that!"

"Excuse my twin brother," I politely said, waving my hand in his direction.

"No, he's interesting," Mitsuki remarked and I raised an eyebrow. "In fact, you all are. I cannot wait to be able to join the Academy with the rest of you."

I gasped when he said that. I was about to ask him a question when Sarada's father suddenly stepped closer to Mitsuki. "Why are you alone? Where is your parents?"

"Sasuke, he is just a child, Don't speak to him in that tone," Sarada's mother scolded.

Mitsuki bowed towards Sarada's father. "Your name is Sasuke? You must know my father! He has mentioned before that you trained under him for a while." A pained expression came across Sarada's mother's face as my I heard my own mother gasp. "However, to answer your question, my father is banned from Konoha for some reason he will not tell me. We live just on the outskirts of town, about a mile out, and I traveled to the village by myself to attend the exams today. The Hokage approved of me attending the Academy if I passes the Entrance Exams."

So his father his banned from Konoha and he lives outside of the village? Strange. From my our mother's reaction, they don't seem to be too fond of Mitsuki's father whoever he is.

"I see," Sarada father whispered. "Well, welcome to Konoha. When you return home this evening, tell you father I would like to pay him a visit sometime soon."

Mitsuki nodded. "He isn't home often, but I will tell him whenever I see him next."

I felt sad for Mitsuki. He is only five years old, he traveled to the village alone, and his father is hardly around? What kind of parent does that? Where was his mother? I really wanted to ask these questions, but that would be very rude of me. However…

"What? You're always by yourself?" Boruto asked. "Where does he go? Where is your mom?" I could always reply on my brother for times like these.

My mom, who is usually patient with us, grabbed Boruto by the arm. "Please calm down, Boruto. We don't act like this around other people," she reminded him, sternly. "Think before you speak!" Boruto looked down in embarrassment and quietly apologized.

Mitsuki just smiled and tilted his face to one side. He's cute! "I would tell you you everything, but the adults seem like they don't want me to at the moment. I will respect their wishes. I will say, though, my father is the strongest ninja in the Shinobi world!" Wow, he looks up to his father so much even though he doesn't appear to be around him often. Mitsuki bowed again. "If you excuse me, I want to speak with my other potential classmates to see if they are as interested as you three. Goodbye." He walked away.

"Father, do you really know that boy's father?" Sarada asked her father.

"Why don't you three go hang out with the other children? Us adults have something to discuss."

Sarada crossed her arms. "You didn't answer me!"

Her father poked her forehead. "Sorry, Sarada. I will next time. I'm a little busy right now."

"Come on, Sarada!" Boruto said as he started to drag Sarada away. "Let's go play with the others!"

"Wait for me!" I yelled as I chased after them.

Suddenly, we heard a blow horn and we stopped running as the crowd went silent. The doors to the Academy opened as I saw my father and two other people walk behind him. I recognized one of the people as Shino. He was one of my mother's teammate growing up.

"Dad!" Boruto yelled, waving. Our father smiled and nodded to him before looking at the rest of the crowd.

"Welcome to Konoha Academy!" our father began. "Today, we will test your knowledge and abilities to see if you have what it takes to become a full fledged Shinobi. You are the new rising ninja generation and I am sure we will see great things from this class. The two others standing behind me are your potential principal, Iruka Umino, and your new potential teacher that will be with your class over the next few years, Shino Aburame." Iruka and Shino both bowed as my father introduced them.

"Shino looks a little creepy, don't you think Hima?" Boruto whispered to me.

"The only thing I can see is the skin on his face because of his sunglasses and clothes," I whispered back to him.

"I wonder if he's like crossed-eye or something?" Boruto whispered again and giggled.

"Hush!" I heard Sarada scold Boruto.

"... I wish you all good luck!" my father said, finishing his speech. He bowed to us and went back inside the Academy with Iruka following him.

"Okay, children," Shino said. "I want all of you to make a straight line and follow me into the Academy. We will be testing you in groups and individually in various forms."

"Are our parents going to be with us?" Boruto asked.

"No, your parents will come back to pick you up later," Shino replied. "You will be doing this alone." Some of the children got nervous as they were expecting their parents to be with them the whole time. "Now, calm down. You will all be fine. First steps of being a Shinobi is learning how to be independent. Now, get in a straight line and follow me."


	2. Chapter 2

**Chapter two**

We followed Shino into an empty classroom and was told to take seat. I took a seat between Boruto and Sarada and looked around the room. Sitting in front of us was Inojin, Shikadai, and ChoCho. I have never really played with ChoCho, but my brother and I play with Shikadai sometimes since his father is my father's advisor and Inojin because our fathers use to be teammates. Sarada and Inojin play with each other sometimes, also, because their mothers are best friends. Sitting behind us was Metal Lee, Kibiaki, and Mitsuki. Kibiaki's father, Kiba, was my mother's other teammate growing up and we play with each other sometimes. Boruto really doesn't like Kibiaki because he always had his puppy, Shinsei, following him around. My brother really hates dogs.

"Okay!" Shino said, catching my attention. "The first exam is going to determine your abilities in any kind of jutsu. Even though you all are not Shinobi just yet, some of you are from clans that have a certain jutsu that is practiced through the family. Some of you have came up with your own jutsu. It does not have to be anything perfect or spectacular. We are merely assessing on how well you can control your chakra and how skilled you are in jutsu skills. At the end of all your exams, we will send your parents a personal report regarding your strengths and weaknesses.

"First up, Shikadai Nara!" Shino called out. Shikadai was leaning back in his chair, with his arms behind his head, and didn't get up. "Shikadai Nara, you are up!"

"Can we just pretend I already went so I can not go?" Shikadai asked.

"This won't take long," Shino replied, sighing.

"Ugh, okay." Shikadai stretched and walked up to the head of the class. He made some hands movements and as small shadow extended from his body and made its way towards Shino. The shadow stopped about 3 feet away from Shino before it retracted away.

"Hmmm, I see," Shino said and wrote something down on a chart. "Thank you. You may have a seat."

"Hn, I guess it didn't take that long," Shikadai said as he went back to his seat.

A few people after Shikadai went until the next person was called out. "Boruto Uzumaki, you are next."

A few kids whisper as my brother made his way to the front. "He's the Hokage's son. I wonder how he will do?" "If he's the Hokage son, he has got to be strong!" "Yeah, I heard he was stronger than his twin sister!"

Humph. He isn't stronger than me. We are twins so that means we are equal.

"Shino, can my sister and I perform a jutsu together?" my brother suddenly asked.

Shino must've been surprised by my brother's question because he didn't say anything for a while. "I mean, I don't see why not. I will be assessing two of you at once and you will still be doing what you were asked, I hope."

"Come here, Hima!" Boruto said and I ran down to him.

"So, you're wanting to do that taijutsu technique?" I asked.

"Duh, that's why I asked if you could perform with me," Boruto said and I rolled my eyes.

"Shino, can we practice on a clone of yours or a dummy?" I asked. Shino nodded and made a clone out of his insects of himself. Some of the children in the class shudder at the sight of bugs. "Alright, let's do this!"

Boruto and I stood with our backs together and we both slightly bent forward with one arm behind us in the air and one arm below us. "Twin Eight Trigrams: 16 Palms!" we both said at the same and charged towards the clone.

"Two palms!" I said as I struck the clone.

Boruto jumped behind the clone and attacked him. "Four palms!"

I jumped to the side of the clone and attacked. "Eight palms!"

Boruto and I quickly ran in front of the clone to launch our final barrage of attacks. "Sixteen palms!" We both attacked at the same time with Boruto finishing him off.

Shino's clone fell on the ground and the insects dispersed as the real Shino wrote on his chart again. "Hmm impressive. You two worked together in attacking from different angles, trapping your opponent, all the while attacking independently, then finishing off by attacking together. That is what I call teamwork. However, you two need to realize that you will not always have each other's back."

Boruto and I nodded to Shino, but I was thinking otherwise. Boruto and I will always be around each other. We are twin! You can't tear us apart. We are unstoppable!

The rest of the children performed their jutsus. Sarada did the Uchiha Fire Style: FireBall Jutsu. It was a small fireball, but it was still cool because fire was coming out of her mouth. Injoin made some small mice come to life from his drawings on his scrolls and controlled what they did. Chocho expanded her body slightly and rolled around the room, knocking over Shino and some desk and chairs. Kibiachi tried to encourage his puppy to turn into a clone of him. When the puppy failed, Kibiachi just made a clone of himself. The class awed in amazement as they saw two Kibiachis. Metal lee did a series of punches and kicks really quickly that almost put my me and my brother to shame.

"Mitsuki, you are next!" Shino said.

Whispers spread across the room as Mitsuki made his way to the front. "Who is he?" "I've never seen him around the village before." "He looks strange."

Mitsuki stood in front of the class, bowed, and smiled. He raised both his arms up and they began to stretch out across the room. Mitsuki's neck, also, began to stretch until it reached the ceiling. Many children began to cover their eyes and scream at the sight of Mitsuki. I just stared in amazement. He is so cool. Mitsuki, then, made his arms and neck normal again. He stood and looked at a wall as he pulled out a shuriken and threw it. He quickly made some hand signs and the single shuriken multiplied into three shurikens and they hit the wall. The other two shuriken disappeared when it hit the wall.

Mitsuki looked at Shino. "I have proven that I had great chakra control by extended my arms and neck and that I can perform a high level jutsu, Ninja Art: Shuriken Shadow Clone Jutsu, even if it's only two shurikens shadow clones created."

"Ah, yes. Impressive," Shina replied and wrote some notes down.

As he walked back to his seats, more whispers occurred. "Wow, he's so talented!" "Of course the weirdo is the most talented." "He's talented, but I'm still staying away from him. He looks like a snake!"

I felt bad for Mitsuki. I know he could hear this loud whispers. I didn't think he looked weird or strange. He looked different and kind to me.

"Hey, you did great!" I told Mitsuki before I could stop myself. Everyone in the class looked at me.

"Thank you, Hima," Mitsuki said, calling me by my nickname. I felt my face grow hot again. Why does it keep doing that around him? "You and your brother did well, also. But, I think I was a little better."

"Wow, you sure are cocky!" Boruto yelled, pointing at Mitsuki.

Mitsuki tapped his chin. "Hmm, I wouldn't say cocky. I would call it confident."

"Well, whatever you are, you will never be better than my sister and I!" Boruto went on. "We are the Hokage's children and-" Sarada jerked his arm down and he hit his head on his desk as he sat down.

"Do you ever shut up?" Sarada asked. Mitsuki just laughed and went back to his seat.

The next exam was written one containing definitions, word problems, and arithmetic. After that exam, we were dismissed and met our parents outside.

"Shino gave me you two reports if you want me to read them to you," our mother told us as we were walking home.

"Yes!" my brother and I both said.

"Overall, you were both equal when it came to your jutsu skills. It seems like Boruto you have a higher chakra level than Himawari. Heh, you get that from your father. But, Himawari you seem to have more speed than Boruto. You get that from my side of the family," my mother explained. "When it came to your written exams, Himawari you had the third highest score while Boruto had the tenth. So, I think you both had a very high chance in getting into the academy."

"When do we find out?" I asked.

"You will find out in a few days if you got accepted or not," our mother told us. "But, like I said, I am pretty sure you two got in with flying colors."

"I didn't know colors could fly," Boruto said.

Our mother laughed. "It is just an expression, silly."

When we got home, we find dad had beaten us home with ramen for dinner waiting on us. We both hugged our father as he patted our heads. "I heard you two did excellent today at the exams."

My brother and I nodded. "We were the best!" Boruto cheered.

"And you called Mitsuki cocky," I said. "Speaking of Mitsuki, I feel weird whenever I'm around him."

"How so?" my father asked with his eyebrows risen.

"Like, my face grows red and I have this weird feeling in my stomach. He just makes me happy and nervous at the same time," I explained. "Its weird."

My father laughed and looked over at my mother and winked. "It seems like someone has a crush."

I gasped. "A crush! That sounds painful," I said. "What is a crush?"

"It is kind of hard to explain," my father said, rubbing the back of his head.

"It is basically where you like a person more than usual," my mother said. "It is kind of like how your father and I like each other."

"She's gonna marry Mitsuki?" Boruto asked. "No, way! That's gross!"

"No, and it is not gross," our father said. "Hinata, she is too young to be interested in boys already!"

"Naruto, I first developed a crush on you around the same age, remember?" my mother asked. I had no clue what was going on.

"But, I don't want to marry Mitsuki!" I exclaimed. "I just want to be around him a lot and be his friend."

My father let out a sign. "Oh, well that's a relief! That's okay for someone your age, Himawari. That is what a crush is."

"So, does that mean I have a crush on Hima, Sarada, and Shikadai?" Boruto asked. "They are my friends and I like being around them."

"Oh, you kids ask the craziest things," my mother replied, laughing.

"This conversation is going nowhere," my father complained. "We will just explain more when you two are a little older."

"Whatever," Boruto said and kept on eating his dinner.

I stayed silent as I slowly ate my dinner. So, if I have this "crush" on Mitsuki, I guess it's a good thing… right? It makes me feel weird and happy at the same time. But, if it is the same kind of feeling as my mother and father have to each other then maybe I shouldn't tell Mitsuki about my crush on him. I don't want to get married to him and have to live outside of the village with him! Then, I would hardly ever see my parents. I think we can just be friends instead.

Later that night, I made my brother promise to not tell Mitsuki I have a crush on him. "I really don't care what you have for that guy," Boruto said, brushing his teeth. "But, I won't tell him. I promise, believe it!"

Going to sleep, I thought of the Konoha Academy, my friends, and Mitsuki. My mother said I had a good chance of getting in. If so, I can wait to began my life training to be a ninja at the Academy with all my friends!


	3. Chapter 3

**Chapter three**

I woke up to the smell of breakfast being cooked. I yawned and slowly rubbed my eyes until I realized what day it was. I widened my eyes in excitement. It was the first day I attended Konoha Academy. I quickly went into my closet and picked out an outfit: a pink sweater, a white ruffled skirt with black leggings underneath, and pink flat sandals. I brushed my hair so my mother wouldn't fuss at me for having bedhair again and I hurried downstairs. Boruto had already beaten downstairs and I took a seat next to him.

"Where's father?" I asked.

"Yeah, where's dad?" Boruto asked.

Our mother brought us a plate of eggs, bacon, and toast. It smelt really good and I felt my mouth began to water. "Your father had to go to work early this morning."

"Awh," I said sadly. "I really wanted him to see us off on our first day of school."

"He frustrates me sometimes!" Boruto yelled, making me jump.

Our mother came over and began rubbing Boruto's shoulders. "I know he does, sweetie. But, your father just became Hokage a few months ago. He has a lot of paperwork to fill out and is still getting used to things."

Bourto slumped in his chair. "It just stinks. I never want to be Hokage."

"Nobody says you have to be," I told him. "Stop talking mean about father!"

"I'm only telling the truth!" Boruto argued back.

"Hey, now," our mother said, calmly. "Let's have a peaceful breakfast and not ruin the mood for your first day at the Academy with all this arguing."

"Okay," Boruto and I agreed as we finished our breakfast.

I slid on my purple backpack as Boruto put on a orange backpack. "Hurry, mom!" Boruto yelled. "We are gonna leave without you!" He opened the door and began to walk out.

"Wait for me!" I said as I ran after him.

Our mother quickly caught up with us and my brother and I took her by the end as we happily skipped to school. When we got there we hugged our mother goodbye and headed into the school. "Bye, kids!" we heard our mother call behind us. "Behave for the instructors and don't act so foolish! I will pick you up here after school at two!"

We walked into our classroom and noticed we were one of the first students here. We even beat Shino-sensei to the room. "So, where do you want to sit?" I asked Boruto. "Where we sat for the Entrance Exams? Sarada can sit with us again!"

"Actually, I think we shouldn't sit together," Boruto replied.

I frowned. "Why not?"

"I was thinking about what Shino-sensei said," Boruto began. "We aren't always going to be together. When we get older, we are going to have to learn how to fight without each other and we might not even be on the same team when we graduate."

I sighed. "That is true. And, I guess we could make our own friends if we sit away from each other."

"Plus, I always see you at home anyways and we can sit with each at lunch!" Boruto added.

I smiled. "Okay, it sounds like a good idea to me!"

I decided to sit in the back center of the room while Boruto sat on the middle left. I always like sitting in the back of any room so I could be aware of my surroundings and I like to secretly watch people. Students began to pile in as the minutes went on. Sarada and Shikadai came in and sat beside of Boruto. Chocho, Metal Lee, and Kibiachi sat down together. Inojin came in and sat down beside me and I waved to him. One of the last students to come in was Mitsuki, probably since he has to travel a little further than the rest of us, and the other students stopped talking and stared at him. Whispers exploded around the room as people nervously glared at him.

"For some reason, my parent don't want me hanging around him. "I heard it was because his dad used to be a ninja who went bad." "Yeah, he lives outside of the village. That's so weird." "I don't want him sitting with us." "Yeah, me either."

Mitsuki began to politely ask people if he could sit in the seat next to them and they would either ignore him, refuse, or just make a rude remark to him. This whole situation was starting to upset me. Why were people being so mean to him? He hasn't done anything to anyone!

"Inojin," I whispered. "Do you care if the new boy, Mitsuki, sat with us?"

Inojin looked up from his drawing and shrugged. "I really don't care." And kept drawing.

"Thanks!"I said and I stood up. "Hey, Mitsuki! You can sit with me and Inojin if you like!"

Inojin looked up from his drawing again. "Please don't bring any unwanted attention to me. This is your idea, not mine."

"Ugh, you can be so insensitive sometimes," I scolded and stared back at Mitsuki.

Mitsuki smiled at me, nodded, and made his way towards the back of the classroom. If the other students were getting to him, he wasn't showing it. He sat down next to me. "Thank you, Hima. At least someone wants me to sit with them. My feet are a little tired from traveling and walking upstairs."

"It is no problem. I don't know why everyone is making a big deal out of you," I said, a little loud so my other classmates could hear. They really needed to act more mature, like me. I lowered my voice. "However, I am pretty sure my brother and my other friends would've let you sit with them if their row wasn't full. Not all of us are a bunch of meanie heads."

"Meanie heads?" Mitsuki repeated. "Is that the other student's nicknames like yours is Hima?"

"What?!" I replied. "No, I'm just...um nevermind. That isn't their nicknames."

"Okay," Mitsuki said. "You're a little strange."

"I thought I was interesting?" I asked.

Mitsuki shrugged. "Both words mean the same thing to me." I noticed Mitsuki take a peek at Inojin's drawing of Chocho about to eat a sleepy Shikdai for dinner. "Your picture is funny."

Inojin looked over at Mitsuki. "Your hair color is funny."

Mitsuki looked confused about Inojin's insult for a moment. "I meant your picture is funny as in comical."

Inojin smiled. "Oh, well thanks. It is suppose to be crude. I think drawing things like this makes a picture more interesting."

"It is indeed interesting," Mitsuki agreed.

Inojin nodded and looked down at his drawing again. "Oh, and your hair color isn't funny."

Suddenly, Shino-sensei walked into the classroom and were all quite. For some reason, he was glancing around the room and around his desk before he sat down.

"Sorry I am a little late class," Shino-sensei said. "I was being a little… cautious this morning."

"Why?" Boruto asked.

"When it was my first day of attending the Konoha Academy, your father played a really big prank on the instructor," Shino-sensei explained. "And I was hoping you… I mean none of you had done the same to me."

"Wow, our father used to play pranks?" I asked, giggling.

"You have no faith in me or my sister?" Boruto asked, annoyed.

"No, your sister is fine," Shino-sensei replied. "I was more worried about you."

Boruto face turned red as the class began to laugh at him. I sighed. Mother told us to not act foolish. I think she was talking more to Boruto anyways.

"Anyways," Shino-sensei began. "Welcome to your first day at the Konoha Academy. Over the next seven years, you will train to become a full fledged Shinobi that will serve Konoha. I expect great things from this class. Most of you performed very well during your Entrance Exams and are seeing as an elite group of students. In other words, you are the most talented group of students we have had in the past few year so I congratulate you on that part.

"However, just because I am praising you so highly doesn't mean the Academy will come some easily to you. We are setting very high standards for all of you and are expecting you to reach all of the goals we throw at you. I am sure you will not disappoint us."

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. I am glad we are all so talented, but the way Shino-senesi is talking the Academy is going to be a really difficult place to graduate from! I'm not feeling as excited anymore. I wonder if this is how my parents felt when they were my age?

The first day of school was overall a lecture on how the upcoming school year was going to go, when our first tests were, and was given a list of supplies we needed for class. At lunch, I sat with Boruto, Sarada, and Mitsuki and we all got to know him a little better. We found out that his father's name was Orochimaru, he lived in a small cabin in the forest, and he didn't know who his mother was. Whenever we asked why his father was away so much, he just shrugged and admits he doesn't know.

As I was waiting for our mother to pick us up after school, Boruto realized he forgot his backpack in the classroom and ran back into get it. I was alone, just swinging slowly on the swing, until I was pushed to the ground. I got up and wiped the dirt off my outfit and turned around. Three of my classmates, whose names I couldn't remember, was standing behind me. One was short and fat, the other was tall and skinny, and the other was tall and a little chubby.

"So, you think we are just a bunch of meanie heads?" the fat one asked.

"What are you talking about?" I asked, growing a little scared.

"When you was taking up for your weirdo of a friend," the chubby one explained. "You called us meanie heads."

"Well, some of you were acting like one," I admitted. "You didn't have to be rude to Mitsuki. He didn't do anything to you all."

"He came to the Academy," the tall one growled. "That is what he did. He shouldn't even be allowed here if his father isn't allowed in the village. What sense does that make?"

"Plenty," I replied. "His father did something bad, not him."

"Oh, so you think you're smarter than us?" the fat one yelled, pushing me to the ground again.

I quickly jumped back up and used Gentle Fist on his stomach. He grabbed his stomach as he fell to the ground. "P-punk!"

"That's it!" the tall one yelled.

The remaining two thugs grabbed me as they pinned me to the ground. The chubby kid sat on me, knocking the breath out of me. I struggled to get up, but I couldn't. "H-help! Boruto!" I yelled.

I was kicked in the face. "Shut up. Your brother is a snob just liked you. You two act so high and mighty because you are the brats of the Hokage."

"N-no we don't!" I said as I began to cry. "You're h-hurting me!"

"Who cares?" the chubby kid asked and laughed.

"I do," I heard a voice calmly say. "I kindly suggest you leave her alone." I looked up and saw Mitsuki.

"M-Mitsuki!" I cried out.

"Hima," Mitsuki said. "It seems like you took one of them out. You're more interesting than I thought."

"Ew, it's the Snake Boy," the tall kid said. "Let's teach him a lesson."

They both moved away from me and towards Mitsuki. I was about to jump up and attack one of them from behind when Mitsuki reacted first. He expanded both of his arms and wrapped them around the two bullies. They yelped in shock as Mitsuki lifted them up in the air and hung them on a tree branch by their pants.

"What do you think you are doing?" they both screamed.

"I am just achieving what you failed to do to me. I am teaching you a lesson," Mitsuki explained, causally. He walked over to me and dusted my clothes off. "You are so dirty now. I'm upset for you. That outfit looked nice on you. Oh, well."

"T-thank you for saving me," I stammered, feeling my face grow red.

"Why does your face always get red when you're around me?" Mitsuki asked. "Are you allergic to me?"

"No!" I said. "I'm just strange like you said earlier."

"Hmm, okay" Mitsuki replied, shrugging. "Anyways, you're welcome. I don't like they were being meanie heads to you."

"Huh? Oh, yeah they were being meanie heads."

Mitsuki was about to say something back when Boruto came out of nowhere and pushed Mitsuki away. "What did you do to my sister? Her clothes is ruined and her face is bruised!"

"Boruto, stop!" I scolded, shaking his arm. "Mitsuki protected me! He fought off these bullies that attacked me"

"Actually, you fought one of them," Mitsuki corrected me. "I just hung the other two from the tree. I don't like to use violence."

My brother looked at us both in confusion. I pointed above him and he looked up and gasped. I pointed behind him and he looked at the fat kid I took down and gasped again. "You three attacked my sister? When you two get down, I am going to show you serious pain!"

"Calm down, Boruto," I said. "Everything is fine now."

Boruto sighed and looked over at Mitsuki. "Thank you for saving my sister. You aren't so bad after all."

"I didn't think I was bad before," Mitsuki stated matter of factly.

"Eh, nevermind," Boruto said as he sweatdropped.

"Well, I'm going to head home now. I don't want to worry my father," Mitsuki said. "If he is even home. Goodbye Hima and Boruto. I will see you two, tomorrow." He bowed and walked off.

"Mom is going to freak out when she sees you," Boruto said, trying to dust me off some more.

I shook my head. "Can we just tell her I fell or something? I don't want her to already worry about us on our first day of the Academy."

"But, she needs to know!" Boruto protested.

"No," I said sternly. "This will get back to father and cause him to worry when he is trying to work."

Boruto looked away from me. "He probably wouldn't even come to check on you anyways. He would probably just send a Shadow Clone instead."

I was going to scold Boruto for talking bad about our father but I changed my mind. He was probably right. A Shadow Clone was present for our fourth birthday party, during our parent's anniversary dinner, and even when Boruto sprained his ankle over the summer. He surely would send one to check up on me.

"Seriously," I said. "Let's not tell mother and father. I was swinging when I decided to jump and I landed wrong and my face hit a rock."

Boruto looked at me hard. "I guess the story would work."

I suddenly laughed. "In a weird and funny way, Shino-senesi was correct. We won't always have each other backs."

Boruto rolled his eyes. "Don't make me feel bad for leaving you for a few minutes. I forgot my backpack!"

I smiled. "I know, brother."

When our mother finally came to pick us up, we told her what happened, and she surprisingly believed us. She just hugged me and told me to be more careful playing next time. I just hugged her back. If you only knew.
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**Chapter four**

I was coloring in the living room when I heard our front door locked. "Hima?" I heard my mother call from the bathroom. "Will you get that? I am folding laundry."

"Yeah!" I called back, running over to the door and opened it. "Hi Mr. Uchiha! Hey Sarada!" I bowed towards them.

"Good morning, Hima," Sarada's father replied. "Is your father home at the moment? He wanted me to come back and I thought I would bring Sarada to play while I spoke with him for a minute."

I nodded my head. "He's upstairs in his bedroom. He's probably asleep. Today is his day off!"

"Still sleep after ten, hn?" Sarada's father asked. "I guess somethings never change. Even if you are the Hokage. Thank you, Hima. Sarada, you two go play."

"Yes, daddy!" Sarada said as her father went upstairs. I heard Boruto cried, "Uncle Sasuke!" as they were probably passing each other in the hallway.

"What do you want to do?" Sarada asked me.

I showed her my animal coloring book. "I was coloring. But, I know you don't like to do stuff like that."

Sarada shook her head. "No. I would want to play "Ninja" outside or anything else outside, but it drizzling and I don't want to get wet."

"Yeah," I agreed. "And, I don't think my mother would allow it either. She wouldn't want us to get sick."

"So, what do we do?" Sarada asked, again.

I tapped my chin and thought hard. "My room is big enough to play "Ninja." We would just have to make sure we don't run into the wall or break something."

Sarada sighed. "But, playing "Ninja" isn't fun with climbing trees."

"Is, too!" I argued. "We can just play by flipping around and use our toy ninja tools. I call being the good guy!"

Sarada and I raced to my brother's room to see if he wanted to play with us. "Sure," he said, shrugging. "I'm not doing anything else. I'm gonna be the good guy!"

"No, I already called it!" I told him.

"But, you're always the good guy!"

"Am not!"

"Are, too!"

Sarada bonked our heads together. "How about you are both the good guys and I'm the bad guy?"

Boruto and I both rubbed our foreheads. "O-okay."

I went over to my toy box and pulled out some toy shurikens, kunais, and swords. We all picked what we wanted then we scattered across the room. Sarada jumped onto the bed and hid herself behind all my pillows and blankets. Boruto and I pretended we didn't "see" her as we wandered around the room trying to find her.

"I sense a strong chakra hiding around here," I told my brother. "I just can't find the person."

"I can't either," Boruto complained. "Find her with your Byakugan!" When we play "Ninja", we sometimes pretended we have certain jutsus.

"Good thinking!" I replied. I closed my eyes, made some hand movements that I have seen my mother used before, and opened my eyes. "Byakugan!"

I looked around the room as I squinted my eyes and "found" Sarada. I through my shuriken at her and she jumped out of her mountain of pillows and blankets she was hiding under and through one back at me. I dodged it and Boruto held his kunai up. Sarada did a front flip off my bed and ran towards us with her own kunai to attack Boruto. He deflected with his kunai as I came running after her with my sword. I swung it towards her as she jumped high in the air to dodge it. Ugh, she's so fast! We fought and flipped around for a little longer before we all laid down on my bed, tired.

"Y-you guys team up good," Sarada said to us, panting.

"Y-you're fast," Boruto said, breathing heavily.

I nodded in agreement and got up. "I'm going to have my mother make us some drinks really quick so we can rest and play again. I will be right back!"

I ran out of the room and towards the kitchen and asked my mother to make us something to drink. She made three cups of pineapple juice and some fruit bowls as a snack and put it on a tray. She handed the tray to me and I thanked her and made my way back to my room. I was passing my parent's bedroom when I heard a loud voice.

"I will not just ban the child from going to the Academy when he hasn't even done anything!"

"He is his son. He's probably being sent as a spy."

"He's a small child, Sasuke. He would have blown his cover by now if he was. Children talk."

"Mitsuki is different. He is Orochimaru's son afterward. The child is very intelligent for his age and even speaks like an adult at times. When I went to visit Orochimaru the other day, he was not home so I didn't get to check out the house. But, I know something is up. Orochimaru never settles down in one spot for five years. He must have an underground lab set up somewhere."

"I am all for being suspicious towards Orochimaru. But, he was our ally during the war. He even healed all the Kages when they were knocking on death's door! When he came back to life, his personality seemed to changed. He's still twisted and strange and I hate when he licks his lips… ugh… but he isn't the same evil Orochimaru like before."

"I bet his "son" is an experiment. He doesn't have a mother in his life and he wasn't born in the village's hospital so there is no record of his birth."

"Hey, Sasuke! Don't ignore!"

"Shut it, loser. I'm being serious. That child is just too smart and talented for his age."

"Your older brother was similar to Mitsuki, except a lot better. He graduated at age 6 and was a Chunin just a few years later!"

"Hn, I guess you're right. However, I want you to tell Iruka and Shino to pay extra attention to Mitsuki. I don't trust him."

I backed away from the door slowly, almost dropping the tray I was carrying. Why were they talking so mean about Mitsuki? He isn't a bad person! I mean, he saved me from those bullies a few weeks ago. That proves he's not mean! Yeah, he acts a little different than most kids our age. But, I'm more mature for my age than most of my classmates. Does being different make you so bad? Sarad's father is acting weird. At least my father is being normal.

Suddenly the door opened and my father and Sarada's father looked down at me. "Hima, what are you doing?" they both asked and looked at each other.

"Um," I said. Great. I'm in trouble now! "I was just taking this tray back to my room. We got tired of playing "Ninja" so we took a break." I made puppy dog eyes and smiled at my father.

My father patted my head. "You're so sweet. Now, run along."

"Actually, I'm gonna go ahead and take Sarada home," her father said. "You can have her drink and snack, Hima."

"O-okay," I said as I followed him into my room.

Sarada and Boruto was sound asleep on my bed. Dang, they must've been more tired than I thought. I guess I was gonna have a feast to eat and drink. Sarada's father picked her up, said his goodbyes, and left my room.

My father came into my room shortly after. "Hima, can you come into my room for a minute? You can eat your snacks in there while I talk to you."

I followed my father into his room and I sat at his desk and began to eat an apple slice. "What's wrong, father?" I asked.

"You were listening in to mine and Uncle Sasuke's conversation, correct?" he asked, with his arms crossed.

I sighed and lowered my eyes. No use in lying to my father. "I was walking by and you were speaking so loudly and I wanted to hear what you was saying. I'm sorry."

My father shook his head. "You know better than to eavesdrop like that. I taught you better. So, I guess you heard everything, huh?"

I shook my head back at him. "Only a little bit about Mitsuki before you opened the door. Why were you two talking so strange about him?"

"It is very complicated to explain," my father replied. "And, you're a little too young to understand."

"I can to understand!" I argued. "Mitsuki is my friend and has been only nice to me!"

"I know, Sweetie. He's just very unique for his age and we are just wanting to pay extra attention to him. It is nothing bad."

I huffed. "He gets extra attention at school anyways. And not in a good way! The other students are always talking about him or being rude to him. But, he never let's it both him!"

My father sighed. "Children can be really mean sometimes. Believe me, I know. I was bullied some growing up. But, I would do what Mitsuki did. I would just try to ignore they and live life to the fullest. Now, it doesn't mean I have had my share of fights."

I widened my eyes. Maybe this would be a good time to tell my father Mitsuki saved me from some bullies. "Yeah! Actually, a few weeks ago…" I told him the story of me getting bullied.

When I was finished I expected my father to look relieved. Instead, he looked stern. "Himawari! You can't get yourself in situations like that. You can't just use your Gentle Fist freely. You could really hurt someone!"

I jumped up from my seat. "But, they pushed me off my swing! And they sat on me and kicked me. They were being mean! I just protected myself until Mitsuki came."

"I know you were, sweetie," my father sighed. "I wish it was just handled differently, that's all. If those bullies told their parents that the new child and the Hokage's daughter got into a fight, it wouldn't really look good for our family."

"But, everyone would understand because I'm usually really nice and kind to others!" I protested.

"I know you are, sweetie" my father said, again. "However, many people didn't like me growing up. I will tell you why when you're older. Let's just say, I really didn't have any friends for the first many years of my life. Today, some of those same people still think I shouldn't be Hokage even those I have done many, many things to save this village."

I ran over to my father and shook his arm. "We can change their minds! Are they really that stupid?"

My father laughed and pulled me in for a close hug. "Not everybody can be as kind and pure as you, Himawari. Remember that. Don't ever change for anyone."

I was about to kiss his cheek and tell him I love him… when he suddenly disappeared and I fell onto his bed. I looked up and clenched the comforter really hard. He...was… a Shadow Clone this whole time? I thought it was his day off! Boruto was right. A Shadow Clone will always be there for us, but not our own father! I felt tears welling up in my eyes as I ran into my bedroom. I jumped onto my bed, waking up Boruto in the process.

"Hmmm, um, what?" Boruto said, sleepily.

"Get out! Get out!" I yelled, crying now.

"What? What's wrong?" Boruto asked.

"You were right!" I shouted. "Father only cares about us enough to send us his Shadow Clones. I hate him!"

Boruto hugged me. "Dad can be a loser sometimes. But, you don't hate him. Just take a nap like I did and calm down." I felt like the roles were reversed. Usually I'm the person calming Boruto down while he's the one throwing a temper tantrum.

"No! I was hugging him and he disappeared! I even told him the story about I was bullied and he scolded me for it!" I yelled. I closed my eyes and opened them again. "He wasn't our real father the whole time!"

Suddenly, Boruto jumped off my bed and looked into my eyes. "H-Hima!" he stammered. "Y-your eyes! Wow!"

"Huh?" I asked, sniffing. He pointed to my mirror hanging on my wall and I looked into it and gasped. "T-this is the Byakugan!"
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**Chapter 5**

I held on tight to my mother's hand as we entered the Hyuga compound where my grandfather, my aunt Hanabi, and uncle Neji lived. Today, my mother told me we were visiting our family to have a small celebration because I had awaken the Byakugan a few days ago. My mother and father was really surprised when I showed them my eyes. For some reason, my father and Boruto wasn't coming with us to celebrate. I wish they had.

"Why do we have to make it such a big deal that I know how to use the Byakugan now?" I asked my mother. Even though I wasn't a shy person like my mother used to be as a child, I still didn't like to be center of attention.

"Because you have awakened it at such a young age and you are not even full-blooded Hyuga," my mother explained as we walking up some stairs. "Neji was around your age when his was awakened, Hanabi was six, and I was eight. That's why it is a big deal."

She knocked on the door leading to my grandfather's room. The door slide open and my grandfather stepped out in a long white and green robe followed by Hanabi who was wearing a frilly red kimono. We all bowed to one another and I ran up and gave each of them a hug. I haven't seen them it such a long time it felt like!

"Lady Hinata and Lady Himawari! It is good to see you two!" my grandfather greeted, wrapping his arms around me and lifting me up in the air. I giggled and made a squealing noise. "I haven't seen you all in awhile."

I heard my mother huff. Was she mad? "You know why we don't come around often, father. You don't exactly make my husband and children feel very welcomed."

My grandfather narrowed his eyebrows. "We can speak about that in private later. Right now, it is a big day from Himawari and it should be all about her." He looked down at me and smiled.

I smiled back at him. Even though I didn't get to see my grandfather to often, I loved him very much so I had no idea what my mother was talking about at the moment. "Are you two excited that I learned Byakugan?" I asked.

"Of course! We are so proud," Hanabi replied, patting my head.

"You awakened it at such a young age," my grandfather repeated what my mother told me earlier. "So, naturally we are very excited. You have so much potential as a Shinobi to carry on the Hyuga clan's technique in pride." I got very happy when he said that. My mother had told me some stories on how my grandfather is the head of the Main House and that he was a very powerful man. So, him telling me that made me very excited.

"So, what exactly are we doing today?" I asked, "Are having a party or something? Where's Neji? I wanna see him."

"You're asking too many questions, child," my grandfather said, sternly. He gave my mother a weird look. "We are just going to have a small lunch and tea with the four of us and your uncle to discuss some things." I sighed in relief. At least it isn't going to be anything major although this celebration is starting to sound a little too formal and boring for me. "Now, follow me! We are going to head into the dining hall. Neji is going to meet us there shortly."

My grandfather extended out his hand for me to hold and I happily took it. I was wanting to skip to the dining hall like mother would skip with me, but grandfather wouldn't do it. He's always so strict and serious. We entered the dining hall and there was a round table set up with five dishes filled with delicious looking food. Mmmmm I hope it was some kind of fruit or ramen. That would hit the spot right now. I sat down between my grandfather and mother and made a face as I stared down at my plate. It had some weird looking meats, noodles, and other stuff on it. Yuck!

Suddenly, Neji walked in just as we took our seats and my eyes widen. "Neji! Hi, Neji!" I greeted, waving my hand at me. Neji nodded his head towards me as he made his way towards the table. He was holding something that was buried in blankets. "What are you carrying? Is it more food?"

My grandfather shook his head and gave my mother another look. I wonder why he keeps doing that? Neji raised his eyebrows at my question. "You don't know? This is your younger cousin, Naoki. However, please keep your voice down, Lady Himawari. He is taking a nap and I don't want him to be woken up." I knew I had a younger cousin. I just never met him before.

"Why did you bring him if he is taking a nap?" I whispered.

"You don't have to be that quite," Neji told me. "And because I had no to watch him. My apologies, Sir Hiashi." I felt bad for Neji. My mother told me his wife died when giving birth to Naoki since he was born prematurely.

"Take a seat, Sir Neji," my grandfather said, ignoring my uncle's apology. "We are just here having a small celebration for Himawari so Naoki being here should not be a problem."

"Thank you, Sir," Neji replied, nodding towards my grandfather. I know where my mother got her good manners from and why she makes me and Boruto practice them… even though my brother really doesn't most of the time.

"Everyone, let's eat," my grandfather ordered.

We all bowed towards our food and began eating. Well, except for me. I was more picking at my food and thinking what the heck I was eating. It just seemed too fancy compared to the ramen I usually eat at home. However, I didn't want to be rude so I picked up a piece of meat and ate it. It was actually good!

I kept on eating in silence until my mother spoke. "So, you wanted to speak to us about something important, Father?"

My grandfather nodded. "Yes. I didn't want your husband to come because I feel like he would act a little… obnoxious at the request I am about to ask of you."

"There is more reasons besides that I am sure," my mother said, calmly.

My grandfather ignored her comment. "Before I ask my request, I want to see Himawari perform the Byakugan."

I looked up at my grandfather in shock. I haven't tried to use the Byakugan since the other day so I didn't really know if I could do it on command or just when I was angry. I nervously looked at my mother and she gave me a reassuring smile and nod. I sighed, made some hand movements, and concentrated for a second. "Byakugan!"

I felt my eyes begin to shift and change form. They grew a little wider and I felt the vessels around my eyes poking out as my eyesight changed. My mother, grandfather, uncle, and aunt all turn into chakra points and I felt weird being to see through their bodies. I was even able to see my cousin through the pile of blankets he was surrounded my. This is so cool!

My grandfather looked really pleased with me. "So, you can awaken on command without any difficulty. That is exactly what I was hoping for." I made my eyes normal again and just smiled at everyone, blushing a little from being in the spotlight.

My grandfather shifted his attention back to my mother. "Now, for my request. I would like for Himawari to come live on the Hyuga compound with us to be properly trained while she is young."

Both me and my mother widened our eyes and gasped at the same time. I looked around at Hanabi and Neji. They didn't seem to surprised at my grandfather's request, but they did look a little nervous. I looked over at my mother and she looked annoyed and stunned.

"W-what do you mean be properly trained, father?" my mother asked, flicking her hand to the side. "She is doing just fine under my guidance."

"It is true, Hinata, that you grew up to be a strong Shinobi. You have proven that to me time after time," my grandfather started. "However, Hanabi surpassed you at a young age and was chosen to be next in line for the heir. Neji, from the Branch House, was even stronger than you growing up when you should have been stronger. I am sure your current training regime with your daughter is fine, but I know she can be better. She has potential. I want her to be pushed. I want her to carry the Hyuga name in pride, even if it isn't her last name. I want her to live up to her expectations as the Hokage's daughter."

My mother clenched her fists. "With all due to respect, I disagree with you. I don't want her to be trained by you. You were very harsh on me growing up and basically disowned me when I didn't live up to your measures. I mean, I had to live at my sensei's apartment for a few months because you couldn't bare to look at me. What if Himawari doesn't meet your expectations? Yes, she does appear to be very talented. But, she is a kind and sweet girl like I was growing up. She has more confidence than I did, but we are still similar."

"That's what sets her apart for you as a child; her confidence," my grandfather pointed out. "Combine that with her compassionate and humbling personality and her unlocked potential, she will be the perfect Shinobi for Konoha."

"You mean for this clan, right?" my mother protested. "You think very highly of the Hyuga clan, probably even more than the village itself. And, she can be a perfect Shinobi without your strict training and upbringing."

"But, I wouldn't be the one solely training her. In fact, I had Neji in mind to do that since he's a genius and all. Myself and Hanabi would be training her at other times."

My mother looked at Neji. "Brother Neji, don't you agree with me? How would you feel if Naoki was being asked to be separated from you?"

Neji looked down at my baby cousin in deep thought. "I would be very worried like you are right now, Lady Hinata. However, if it were to better his life I would think about it."

"So, you're saying by putting Himawari under everyone's else care that it will be better for her?"

"I'm just saying maybe it isn't such a terrible idea. Naruto is always busy with his Hokage duties. He doesn't have enough time to train his children. From what you have told me, Himawari has shown more potential and interest in learning the Gentle Fist style versus Boruto."

"Boruto practices the Gentle Fist style." my mother argued.

"But, we all know Himawari is better at it than he," my grandfather pointed out.

I was looking around at everyone, trying to absorb everything in. I was interested in learning more about my Gentle Fist and about the Byakugan. I also wanted to spend more time with my grandfather, aunt, uncle, and my younger cousin. But… I would miss my mother and father terribly. I would miss Boruto as well, but I could still see him at school everyday. Though, it wouldn't be the same.

"What do you think about all this, Himawari?" my mother suddenly asked me, forcing a smile on her face. She was always so patient and calm even when angry.

"I…um...uh...I don't know," I muttered. I really didn't know what to do. I didn't want to disappoint anyone.

"Let us take her under our wing, Sister Hinata," Hanabi said, nicely. "I think it will really benefit her and she will get used to things and enjoy herself. You could come visit her anytime with your family and she could visit you anytime."

"I need to talk to Naruto," my mother replied. "I can't make any decisions without him. He isn't going to like this very much I must warn you."

"Very well," my grandfather finally said. "That seems fair. Just take everything into consideration, my daughter. I would look for Himawari to join us." He looked over at me and smiled. I returned one back but inside I was freaking out about the whole thing.

"I actually think it is a great idea, Hinata!" my father said, surprising me, my brother, and my mother. We were all gathered around his desk in his office.

"W-what?!" all three of us yelled at once.

"I mean, if your father and Neji thinks she has potential in being a strong Shinobi then I think she should do it. Your father is very wise and a powerful man. I don't think he would just praise anybody. He is a really prideful mad. And, Neji is a genius so I think he knows what he is talking about!"

"I understand where you are coming from, sweetie," my mother began. "But, you know how my father feels about you and our marriage."

My father nodded. "I am aware of that. I think by doing this, I will gain his respect and we can come to good terms. However, we shouldn't even be discussing this until Himawari gives us an answer."

"Don't do it, Hima!" Boruto said, shaking me. "I will miss you. Who will I play with and get into trouble with?"

"You can still see me everyday at school and I can come and visit anytime I want," I told him.

"So, you have been thinking about wanting to go, huh?" my father asked me.

"I didn't say that," I replied back to him.

"I didn't say you said that. I just said you've been thinking about it."

"Oh, yes that is true," I said, looking down. "I actually kind of do want to go after thinking about it. I just don't want to hurt yours and mother's feelings. I don't want to make you two cry."

My mother hugged me. "You aren't going to make us sad. We will be proud of you in whatever decision you make. If you don't like it there, you can always come back home full time with us. You don't have to stay there forever."

"I will be proud of you as well," my father said, getting up from his chair and giving me a hug.

I hugged them back. "I love you, mother and father."

"You three are crazy!" Boruto yelled. "You're just going to let Hima live with someone else who doesn't even like us that much?"

"Boruto, calm down," my father said, sternly. "You don't understand the situation."

"Yes, I do!" Boruto yelled, tears coming down his face. "I am going to be losing my twin sister and she's not going to be living with us anymore! How is that hard to understand?!" He kicked my father's desk and ran out of his office.

"Boruto, wait!" my mother shouted, following him out the door.

I sighed. I knew I was going to hurt someone's feelings, but I didn't think it would be my own brother's. I didn't know he cared for me so much. My father put his hand on my shoulder and I looked up at him. "Don't worry about Boruto," my father assured me. "He will be okay. He will be happy for you after he calms down. He is just going to miss you, that's all."

"I hope he doesn't stay mad at me," I replied, looking down at the ground and pushing my fingers together.

Later, when father walked me back home we found my mother talking to Boruto on the couch. When we walked in the room, he glared at me and crossed his arms. "Go away!" he told me. "If you want to leave so bad, do it already."

"I'm not leaving just yet," I said, quietly.

"Please be nicer to your sister," my mother argued. "She hasn't done anything wrong to you."

Boruto jumped up and pointed at me. "She is leaving! That is what she is doing to me!" He ran upstairs and into his bedroom, slamming the door really hard.

I looked down as tears welled up in my eyes. "M-maybe I shouldn't go," I sobbed, wiping my eyes.

"Honey, I know you want to go," my father said, sitting down and putting me on his lap. "Don't let Boruto bother you. Like I told you earlier, he is just upset and will be happy for you when he calms down.

He didn't calm down. He didn't stop acting upset towards me. He didn't act happy for me. A few days later, after I had packed my things, I was about to leave when I tried to talk to Boruto. He had been ignoring me at school and at home. "I-I'm leaving," I told him. He continued to ignore me and read his manga. "I will see you at school on Monday. I can tell you how it's like there." Nothing. "Well, goodbye twin brother." I sadly closed his door and met my mother outside.

We arrived at the Hyuga compound where my grandfather was waiting on me. We all bowed to one another. "I am glad you decided to live with us, Himawari," he told me. "And, thank you for allowing it, Lady Hinata."

"You're welcome, father," my mother replied. "Just don't be too harsh with her and please don't treat her like you did me growing up." She bent down and looked at me. "I am leaving now. I will pick you up Monday, after school, and walk you here. Promise me you will be good to your grandfather and everyone else. If you need me or you father, you know where to find us. I love you so much."

She hugged me and I hugged her back,, tight. "I love you, too." My mother kissed my forehead, bowed at my grandfather once more, and left the compound.

I watched her leave and felt sad for a moment, but then the excitement of getting to live here took over. My grandfather grabbed my hand. "I will show you to your room, Lady Himawari." We walked down the hallway and walked into a small room. It a small twin bed, a dresser, a mirror, a bookshelf, and a toy chest. "This will be your new bedroom. This actually used to be your mother's bedroom growing up. I hope you grow to like it."

"Thank you," I said. "It looks lovely."

"Wondeful. I will have someone from the Branch House to unpack your things."

"I-I could do it," I protested.

"Nonsense. I am going to show you around the compound then we can begin training. Is that okay with you?" I nodded. "Wonderful," my grandfather said. "Welcome to the Hyuga clan, Himawari."

**Author's Note: I decided to let Neji stay alive because he is one of my favorite characters and will play a big role in Himawari's life. I usually don't ask this much, but I was wondering if I could get a review or two before I start on chapter six. I just want to see how you all like my story so far. She isn't going to stay age five throughout the whole story. I plan on this to be a long story and I like to do character development instead of showing flashbacks if she was older. After the next couple of chapters, it will show her grow up a few years. Anyways, please review. Thank you!**


	6. Chapter 6

**Chapter six**

"Come now, Himawari. Push yourself!" my grandfather ordered as I went after him with my Gentle Fist.

He easily dodged it and I leaped after him again. I kept jumping around and trying to attack him from different angles, but I kept missing him. He was just so fast. I felt my eyes began to hurt, but I ignored. I didn't to show him that I gave up easily even though we've been training for two hours straight now. I went after him again and I suddenly slipped on the floor and fell on the ground.

"Ugh, I-I'm sorry," I said, weakly. I slowly began to get up.

"No, you can take a rest," my grandfather said. "I don't want you to overuse your Byakugan and tire yourself out. Go to the kitchen and grab yourself water and study while you rest."

"Yes, sir," I said, bowing at him and headed towards the kitchen.

I've been living at the compound for about two weeks now and I've enjoyed it but it hasn't been easy. My grandfather is a very strict man who has put me on a strict schedule as follows: go to school, go home and do homework and study for an hour, eat a snack, train for two hours, study for 30 minutes while I rest, train for an hour, eat dinner, shower, free time two hours until bed at 10:00 pm. If it is a day I don't have school, those ours are filled with more training, studying, and another free period. I have actually liked being on this schedule, even though it has been stressful at time. I have only been able to see my mother and father after school when they walk me home and my brother at school. He isn't mad at me anymore, but he still isn't happy that I moved out. My grandfather told me after a month or so of living here, I can visit my parents in the evening on Sundays. For right now, he just letting me get used to the way of life here and living on a schedule.

I went into the kitchen, quickly gulped down three cups of water, and went into my bedroom to study while I cooled down and rested. We learning simple terms in class right now like for the words "Shinobi", "Kage", "ninjutsu" and more. We are having a test on them soon. I have studied them so much that I know all the definitions inside and out. However, since my home is finished at the moment, that is the only thing I can study for at the moment and I must obey my grandfather. My mother had warned me that if I didn't obey my father from his first command, I would get whacked with a staff. She said she and her sister was only whacked a couple times growing up so it was a rare thing as long as I listened. I was scared when she told me that. I didn't want to get hit. My parents never laid a hand on me or my brother before so it sounded scary.

I began to review my terms as I took sips of more water and caught my breathe. During training with grandfather, he was always persistent and pushing me to my limit. Neji's training methods were the same way except he laid back a little whenever I was started to get tired. I only got to train with Hanabi once so far, but she has been the easiest on me. She has been busy lazy training on her own to be the heir of the Main Branch and was also seeing this guy on the side.

My grandfather came into my bedroom and sat on my bed next to me. "Study time is almost up," he warned me. "How are you feeling?"

"Fine," I replied. "But, my eyes are hurting a little."

My grandfather ignored my comment and took my review sheet out of my hands. "I want you to spell all your terms for me, in alphabetical order, while explaining their definitions to me." I did what he told me to do and he smiled at me. "Good, girl. I believe you will ace this test when the day comes."

"Yes, sir," I said, in agreement. "I am ready to get back to training,"

"Actually, we are going to skip this evening's training session," my grandfather told me, taking me by surprise.

"How come?" I asked.

"I really need to break that habit of yours for asking too many questions," my grandfather replied, sighing. "To answer your question, you told me you eyes are hurting. I don't want you to overstrain yourself. If you use the Byakugan to much or for long periods of times, it could damage your eyesight temporarily or permanently."

"That sounds really scary," I said, shaking my head. "I don't want that to happen."

"Good," my grandfather said, nodding. "You can use this hour as an extra free period time but I expect you to be in your chair for supper at the time like any other day. Do you understand me?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good, you are dismissed." I bowed towards him and left the room.

I had a whole hour to do whatever I want, but what should I do? I could go see my parents but they live on the other side of the village and just walking there would take most of my free time. I could go to the park. It's only a five minute walk from here. Yeah, I will do that! I washed the sweat off my face with a rag, changed my clothes, and headed out the door and towards the park.

When I got there, I saw Mitsuki swinging on the swings by himself. The park was totally empty and he and I were the only ones there. I got a little excited when I saw him. Even though we sit next to each other everyday in class and at lunchroom, I always get happy whenever I see him. He has grown to be my best friend.

I snuck over behind him and was about to tackle him when he said, "I know you're behind me so don't try to scare me." He didn't even turn around.

"You're no fun," I said, pouting as I climbed into the swing next to him. "Why are you sitting here by yourself? Shouldn't you be home by now? It will be dark in a couple of hours."

"I didn't want to go home to an empty house, again," Mitsuki said, sadly. For a moment, I felt bad for him and wished I could make him feel better. But, he quickly changed his attitude and smiled at me. "However, my dad promised to be home this evening so I was just waiting around until it was the right time to go home."

"Oh, that makes sense," I said, beginning to lightly swing back and forth.

"Why are you here?" he asked, starting to swing as well.

"My grandfather cancelled this evening's training session so he gave me extra free time."

"That was kind of him."

"He only did it because my eyes began to hurt from my Byakugan," I explained. "I know he was ready to train me some more. He has high hopes for me. It gets stressful sometimes since he's so strict."

"That's just his way of showing he cares," Mitsuki told me. "It is good he has expectations of you. He could just think you're worthless like he did your mother."

"You're so straight forward sometimes," I replied, giving him a hard look. "But, I guess I have to agree with you. I just wish I had more play time. I'm still a little kid."

"Playtime is for the weak," Mitsuki said, "At least that's what my father told me. Whenever I am home, all he ever wants me to do is study or train just like your family does. He would disapprove of me right now being at the park if he was here."

I raised my eyebrows at him. "That's a little harsh."

"Yes, but my father has his reasons for everything so I really shouldn't mind that much," Mitsuki replied. "Even when he's not home, he still cares for me."

I stayed silent for a few minutes as I recalled the conversation I overheard my father and Sarada's father spoke about a few weeks ago. "What is your father like? Why do you live outside of the village?"

Mitsuki looked at me in excitement. You could tell he loved speaking so highly about his father. "First off, like I have mentioned before, he is the most strongest ninja ever! I believe he is stronger than your father and Sarada's!"

I shook my head. "My father is the Hokage. He is totally stronger than your father."

Mitsuki shook his head back at me. "Being Hokage doesn't mean you're the strongest ninja in the village. Anyways, he has long dark hair and is pale skin like I do and he is very tall. He can extend his limbs like I can, knows all sorts of justus, and is very smart. Whenever I talk to him, he uses big words and is sometimes funny. He really doesn't talk to me much about things. He usually just listens about what I have to say."

"He sounds interesting," I said, using Mitsuki's favorite word to describe someone.

"And," he continued. "The reason we don't live in the village is unknown to me. He has only told me he was banned from the village but said I wasn't and allowed me to go to school here. The travel to my house to the village doesn't bother me. It's only a mile. He has walked me a few times to the edge of Konoha before returning home. I haven't asked anymore why he isn't allowed through the gates because he doesn't like to talk about it so I respect his wishes."

"Interesting," I repeated. "Where's your mother?"

Mitsuki closed his eyes and smiled. "I don't have a mother."

I gasped. "What?! Come on, you have to. Everyone has a mother!"

"I don't," Mitsuki replied shaking his head. "I mean, I did because I was born. But, I never met her. My father doesn't talk about her either nor is there any pictures of her. I asked about her one time but my father just ignored me and changed the subject so I didn't bring it up anymore."

"That's so sad."

Mitsuki shrugged. "Not really. I can't really be sad over someone I never met. I have my dad in my life and he's all I need."

"You're always so positive about everything no matter who mysterious your life is," I said, complimenting him.

"I don't see the point of being negative about anything unless the situation calls for it."

"And, you're also very smart for your age. You use big words sometimes that I would never use."

"I just get that from my father. He treats me and talks to me like I'm an adult. When I do the same to others, I usually just get strange looks and rude remarks hurled towards me. But, I just ignore them because it's just simple things."

"I would be upset if people treated me the way they treated you," I admitted. "A few students in my class have for just being you friend. I try to ignore it, like you do, because I like being your friend! But, sometimes I yell at them and call them meanie heads."

Mitsuki laugh. "That always works, too." We were both silent for a few minutes as we swung.

"Want to see who can swing the highest and then jump the furthest?" I asked, breaking the silent.

"That doesn't sound to safe," Mitsuki warned me.

"It will be fine!" I assured him. "One, two, three, go!"

We both started to pump our legs so we could swing higher. After swinging back and forth a few times, Mitsuki and I were pretty high up. We were almost swinging higher than the trees...or at least the slide. Suddenly, Mitsuki jump further and landed neatly pretty far away from the swing set. He marked his spot on the ground and looked over at me so I could jump. I pumped my legs a couple more times and then jumped! I was about to land when Mitsuki suddenly caught me.

"Hey! Why did you do that for?" I asked. "I probably could've beaten you!" I looked into his eyes and felt my face grow red as I noticed how close I was to him.

"No, you was about to break your legs," he explained to me. He was still holding me and looking directly into my eyes.

Feeling uncomfortable, I quickly jumped out of his arms and took a few steps back and put my hands on my hips. "And, how do you know this?" I snapped.

"I knew this from beginning. That's why I jumped first. You know my limbs can stretch so my bones are pretty hard to break because I'm flexible. You're not and you would've gotten hurt."

I rolled my eyes at his explanation, but I knew he was right. "Well, you could've just told me that in the first place before we jumped!"

"Or, I could've just let you done what you wanted and you could've been happy before I caught you."

I felt my face grew red again. "Y-you're always looking out for me."

Mitsuki turned and began walking away from the park, hinting that it was time for him to go home. "Nah, you was going to lose to me anyways." And he ran off before I could throw dirt at him for making that comment.

Still blushing, I laughed and began to head home. I felt my stomach growl. I was totally ready for dinner! For good measure, I ran all the way back to the compound and took my sit at the dining table where my grandfather, Hanabi, Neji, Naoki, and a few other members sat at. My grandfather didn't look to happy with me.

"Himawari! Where have you been?" he snapped.

I flinched but looked him in the eyes. "I-I went to the park, sir. It was free time."

"Did I give you permission to leave?"

"N-no," I replied. "But, you didn't say I couldn't leave."

There was a few gasps around the table. I guess what I said was a no no. My grandfather closed his eyes for a moment and crossed his arms. "That is true. It seems like this is just a misunderstanding. I don't mind you going to the park. Just… tell me or someone else next time please. You're aren't at your mother's house anymore. I would like to know where you are at ALL times."

I bowed. "Yes, sir. I am sorry."

"Good. Now, let's eat. Hanabi cooked a very tasty meal tonight." Hanabi blushed from his praise.

We ate in silence for awhile. Mealtime here was different from mealtime at my old house. When I was with my parents and brother, we would all be talking, laughing, and sharing stories. Here, this is considered more of a peaceful time.

Finally, my grandfather broke the silence towards the end of dinner. "So, what did you do at the park, Himawari?" I could tell he wasn't good at this kind of stuff and was trying hard to get me to warm up to him.

"I just swing with a friend until it was time to go home."

"That sounds nice. Which friend of yours?"

"Mitsuki! He's my best friend."

My grandfather sighed. "Does your parents know you hang around that kid?" I didn't like the way he referred to Mitsuki like that.

"Yes, they do," I said, proudly."

My grandfather shook his head. "I can't stop you from hanging out with him. I am just going to let you know that I don't like it one bit and he's not allowed to come over here under any circumstances. Do you understand me?"

I nodded that I understood. Dinner ended and a person from the Branch House came around to gather the plates and began to wash them. I was excused from the table and decided to hang out with Neji after I showered. I knocked on his door to his room and he opened it.

"Lady, Himawari," he greeted, letting me in.

"Is it okay if I stay here until bedtime?" I asked.

"I don't mind at all," Neji replied, smiling.

"Yay! Where is Naoki?" I asked, looking around the room. "I want to hold him."

"He's asleep for the night in the other room."

"Ugh, he sleeps too much!"

Neji laughed. "He's only a year old. All babies sleep a lot. It keeps them from being grumpy."

"Shouldn't my grandfather sleep more often than? He's grumpy a lot."

Neji covered his mouth but I saw him smile. "He's not grumpy. He's just a strict person. You know that."

I huffed. "I know, but I don't like it sometimes. I don't know why he has to be like that. He reminds me of a meanie head."

"Now, it is disrespectful to call your grandfather names."

"I know," I said. "I'm just glad I'm around you more often than him. I love everybody, but I love you a little more. Shhh it's a secret!" I pretend to zip up my mouth and throw away the key. Neji looked at me strange for a second before he mimicked my actions. I noticed his face turned red. "Why is your face red?"

"Huh? N-nevermind that," Neji said, waving his hands around. "I will keep your little secret."

"You better," I replied. We were quiet for a few minutes. "What does grandfather mean about my mother? Like, I remember he said I was different from her growing up."

Neji looked a little surprised about my question. "Hmmm, why don't you ask your mother that?"

I shrugged. "She isn't here or I would have asked her."

Neji looked away. "Yes, that is true. Well, let's just say she was very shy growing up and you are not. You go out and make friends and speak to others while she would blush and hide behind a person or a tree."

I cocked my head to one side. I couldn't picture my mom being like that. She's always so kind to others and speaks to people in the village when we go out. "But, that doesn't sound like a bad thing. There's a couple of classmates in my class who act like that."

"Yes, but it interfered with her training," Neji explained. "She lack self-confidence in her skills, acted more as a follower than a leader, and was afraid to hurt others."

"I don't like to hurt other either!" I protested, standing up for my mom.

"Maybe I worded that wrong. Here's an example: When your mother was 12 and your aunt, Hanabi, was 7 your grandfather ordered them to have a sparring match. The winner would be the next heir to the Main Branch."

"Why would he have that happen if my mother is older?" I asked.

"Your grandfather sensed at the time that it wasn't your mother's destiny to be the heir."

"What's destiny?"

"The path that was chosen for you when you are born."

I narrowed my eyebrows. "But, your whole life can't be decided when you're born. You get to chose how you live."

"It wasn't always thought that way. Many of the Hyuga used to believe their road to life was already pave when they were born. That's why we have a Main House and a Branch House. Those in the Branch House doesn't complain about having to serve the Main House because that was the destiny chosen for them."

"Do you think that way, Neji?"

Neji took his leaf protector band off from his forehead and I gasped. There was a strange green mark on his forehead.. "I did for a long time. Then, your father opened my eyes. He made me realized that my destiny wasn't meant to be a caged bird even though this seal means otherwise."

"How did you get that on your forehead? It looks like a tattoo."

Neji put his leaf protector band back on. "That is a long story for when you are older, Himawari. To continue, your father made me realized I could set myself free and chose the path that I want to go on."

"He did that?" I asked. "Wow. He must've been a good friend to you back then."

Neji smiled and looked up. "Yes. Naruto is a great friend."

"But, how does this relate to my mother?" I asked.

"Huh? Oh, yes," Neji said, paying attention to me again. "Your grandfather sensed that maybe your mother's destiny was not to be the heir. So, she fought her sister who was next in line. They fought hard and very well. Hanabi was very talented for her age and was picking up quickly during training. During the match, she wasn't letting down on your mother while your mother was still fight but going easy on her. Even though she was just fighting her sister, she didn't want to actually hit or hurt her. When Hanabi hit that last strike on her that sent her to the ground, your grandfather made up his mind that your aunt was going to be the heir."

"Over one match? That is crazy! Didn't he realize at the time she was going any on Hanabi?"

"Maybe so. But, he didn't care. He want the both of them to show their skills and the match was also a test for your mother to see if she could change her destiny."

"Even if she did win, she couldn't be the heir," I said. "She married my father, who isn't a Hyuga. So, it wasn't her destiny all along."

Neji smirked. "You are a smart child. I do not know what he was thinking at the time. I am just merely answering your question with what I have experience. You are both kind and caring people. You two are just different in other forms. There isn't nothing wrong with your mother, even if your grandfather says so."

I raised my eyebrows. "Ha! So, you don't always agree with what he says!"

"Shhh, it has to stay our secret." He mimicked what I did earlier and zipped up his mouth and through away the pretend key. I copied him and suddenly I yawned. Neji raised his eyes. "Oh, you're tired already? It isn't even your bedtime, yet."

"N-no," I said, yawning again. "Okay, yes. I'm going to go sleep. My eyes are tired from earlier. Goodnight, Neji! I love you!" I hugged him real tight. Neji just looked at me for a moment before awkwardly wrapping his arms around me. I pulled away and raised my eyebrow at him. "Why are you being so weird? Haven't you hugged a person before?"

Neji sweatdropped. "Ugh, you act just like your father sometimes."

"You didn't answer my question!"

"Just got to sleep, Himawari!" Neji said and I laughed at him and skipped out of the room. As I was skipping out, I heard Neji whisper, "Goodnight, I love you, too…".

**Author's Note: Diva thank you for your review!**


	7. Chapter 7

**Chapter seven**

I held Neji's hand as he walked me to school as he always had since I moved into the Hyuga compound a month ago. Every morning when I reached out my hand for his before walked to school, he always seemed a little surprised but grabs my hand anyways. I've noticed he isn't really good with emotions like love so he gets a little awkward when I hug him or tell him I love him. I don't get why though. We are family and I've been living with him for awhile now. He should get used to it!

"Himawari, you are different from other children," Neji suddenly told me, breaking me from my thoughts.

I looked at him in confusion. "What do you mean? Like in a bad way?"

Neji chuckled. "No, I mean you are just very pure hearted and mature. Most children would be embarrassed having their parent hold their hand or even walk them to school everyday."

I rolled my eyes. "I don't see the big deal. I just like being around my family. Some of them are just trying to look like a big shot for their friends." Then, I widen my eyes. Did he say parent? "And, why did you say parent? You're not my parent."

Neji smiled and looked away. "I was just giving an example. Most children doesn't have their uncle hanging around them all the time."

Even though I know biologically Neji is my cousin and not my uncle, my mother and Neji refer to themselves as Brother and Sister. So, I decided to refer to Neji as my uncle even though my brother always argues that that isn't correct. "Well, they are missing out!" I replied. "I guess that's what they get for trying to impress their friends."

Neji looked down at me and patted my head. "You're a good kid. I hope my son grows up to be like you, Himawari."

"I don't," I said. "That would make him a girl and I think I like him better as a boy."

Neji sweatdropped and just continued walking in silence. Hmm, I wondered what I said. We arrived at the academy and Neji hugged me goodbye. "Remember, you get your test results back today. Let's hope you have a good score even though I don't have any doubts."

I nodded my head. "I studied really hard so I believed I made a perfect score! See you later, Neji!"

I ran and met up with Boruto who was standing by the front door, waiting on me. "Why don't you ever walk alone, Hima? You look like a baby having him walk you to school every morning."

I glared at my twin better. "Be quite, Boruto! That just means I'm more pure hearted and mature than you!"

"That doesn't make any sense!" Boruto argued as we walking to the classroom. "Ugh, you're so crazy sometimes."

I stuck my tongue at him in response as I went to sit down next to Inojin, who was drawing like usual. "Watcha drawing today, Inojin?" I asked, peeking over his shoulder.

Besides being close friends with Sarada and Mitsuki, I have started to slowly grow closer to Inojin also. He's a really quite kid. He isn't shy, he's actually very quick to speak his mind even if it's a little inappropriate at times. But, he just likes to keep to himself and do his own thing which is something I like about him. He isn't nosy and annoying like some people *cough* *cough* Boruto.

"Why do you always ask me that?" Inojin asked. It came across as rude, but I know he was truly curious. That's just how he spoke.

"Because I want know," I told him like I was stating the obvious.

"I'm not drawing nothing special today," he replied, not looking at me and at his picture. "It's just some animals today. Mom keeps scolding me about the crude pictures I draw so I decided to stop for a while. My dad likes them, but I'm gonna listen to my mom because she gets a little scary when she's mad."

"O-oh, okay," I said. I've heard a few stories about his mother from Sarada's mother and I can imagine being scary when she's angry.

Shino-sensei walked in with a stack of papers and sat them down at his desk. He took out a clipboard and began to take attendance. I suddenly noticed that Mitsuki wasn't here. I wonder where he was at? He hasn't skipped a day of school yet. I hope he didn't hurt travelling from his house all the way out here.

"It seems like everyone's here, except Mitsuki," Shino-sensei said, writing down some notes. "Does anyone know where he might be? Himawari?"

I turned a little red as everyone turned to look at me when he called my name. Ugh, I hate being the center of attention. "N-no," I answered, nervously. Okay, everyone can stop looking at me now! I know I'm the weirdo best friends with the "Snake Boy".

"Hmmm, how strange. Well, thank you, Himawari." Shino-sensei began passing out the papers he brought in. "These are your graded tests from last week. As expected from this class, you all did well on your first test. Let's just hope we can keep things positive for future exams."

He handed me back my test and I smiled. A perfect score! My grandfather, Neji, and everyone is going to be so proud of me! I folded up the test and tucked it in my skirt pocket. I sneaked a glance at Inojin's paper and noticed he did pretty well, but not a perfect score. Oh, well. Nothing wrong with that. I glanced over at Boruto's face to try and read his expression. He seemed happy so I assumed he aced his test. But, I hope it wasn't a perfect score like mine. I have to be the better twin.

Shino-sensei began his lecture and I started to take notes. But, my mind wasn't 100% into it at the moment. I was thinking about Mitsuki. I wonder what they are going to do about him not being here? Will they go look for him or send a note to his house? His situation might be different since it seems like Konoha doesn't like his father so much. I just hope he isn't hurt. Maybe he is sick or just overslept. Okay, I need to stop worrying about Mitsuki and focus on the lesson. I'm sure he's fine.

I was hoping that Mitsuki would show up late, but he never. A couple of hours went by. Lunch went by. Now its recess and he's still not here. Ugh, I'm just worrying too much and overthinking things.

"Let's have a race!" Kibiaki suggested. We were standing on a nearby field, away from the playground, in a circle.

Shikadai shook his head. "I'm not in a running mood."

Chocho shifted her eye at him. "You're never in a mood."

Kibiaki huffed. "You're just afraid you can't beat me."

"I could probably beat you!" Metal Lee shouted as he started to stretch.

We all sweatdropped at him. "Er, nevermind," Kibiaki said.

"How about we play dodgeball?" Boruto asked.

Shikadai shook his head. "I'm not in a dodging mood."

"You're so lazy!" Chocho yelled. Shikadai just shrugged.

"I think dodgeball is a good idea," Sarada said. "We haven't played that game yet."

"I call team captain!" Kibiaki yelled as he ran into the center of the circle. Shinsei was having a hard time staying in top of Kibiaki's head as he ran.

"Me, too!" Boruto yelled as he ran into the center of the circle also.

I rolled my eyes. "You two are so annoying sometimes."

"Hey, for saying that I'm not gonna pick you on my team!" Boruto said.

"I didn't want to be on the losing team anyways!" I replied as I walked up to Kibiaki. "I volunteer to be on your team."

"I-I don't think that's how it goes," Kibiaki said as Shinsei barked in agreement. "But, whatever. You choose, Boruto!"

Boruto's team consisted of Metal Lee, Chocho, and Sarada while we had me, Inojin, and Shikadai. "Nice team, Mutt!" Boruto yelled at Kibiaki as the teams walked a few feet away from one another. "You have someone who is probably going to give up just so he doesn't have to play and another who is probably going to be out first because he was too distracted from drawing. And then, you have my sister."

"What's that suppose to me?" I asked.

"Will you to stop arguing? It's so annoying," Inojin said. He was sitting on the ground drawing in the dirt with a stick.

"I will when you stop drawing and play with us," I told him. He sighed and got up.

Kibiaki motioned for us to huddle up and we formed a tight circle. "Boruto thinks we are a weak team. But, I chose you three because you are all really smart and can probably think of ways to outsmart the other team while I go in for the kill!"

"I volunteered for your team," I pointed out.

"Shh, I was gonna choose you anyways! So, what's the plan?"

"I think we should all run in at once, pretending we are going to throw the balls. Then, two of us step back why the first two throw their balls and then quickly jump to the opposite of one another and retreat back to where the other two are. From there, one person should at least be down. We all run towards them again, repeating the same method. Except, instead of Group 1 throwing the balls, Group 2 will jump over them with the balls in front of them as a shield, then throw it. From there, at least one more person should be out and then we can act on our own from there," Shikadai explained casually as he rested his arms on his neck.

Me, Kibiaki, and Inojin just stared at him. "How did you come up with that so fast?" Kibiaki asked.

Shikadai shrugged. "I don't know. It just did. Now, I think Group 1 should be Kibiaki and Hima since you two are faster than Inojin and I. We will be Group 2."

Kibiaki jumped up and down. "This is getting so exciting! We will win for sure!"

"Or this plan could fail and we lose," Inojin said.

Shikadai glanced over at him. "I doubt it. I'm never wrong."

"Hey! Are you losers ready?" Chocho taunted.

"Yes, fatso," Inojin told her, calmly.

Chocho flipped her hair like the insult didn't faze her. "Well, good!"

Kibiaki set Shinsei down on the sidelines as Metal Lee formed a line in the grounded indicating where we couldn't cross. Both teams shook hands and took a few steps back away from each other. Our team took our positions as we grabbed our balls. Metal Lee quickly yelled "Go!" and we set our strategy in motion. We all ran towards my brother's team, acting like we were about to throw them. Inojin and Shikadai stopped running as Kibiaki and I kept on. Our opponents looked startled for moment and we took that chance to strike! We both hurled our balls at the same time, jumped over to the side, and ran back to Group 2. My ball missed Boruto, but Kibiaki's hit Chocho. He yelped in victory as she just shrugged and went sit down next to Shinsei.

"Now I see why you have them on your team!" Sarada suddenly said.

Boruto looked at her. "I don't see why. I'm lost."

"You're hopeless, Dope," Sarada replied, adjusting her glasses in annoyance. "Just focus on the game!"

We continued our plan as we ran towards Boruto's team again. Kibiaki and I ran up first again as we raised up out balls to "throw". The other team noticed we were repeating our plan again and jumped out of the way. Shikadai and Inojin jumped over us as we ducked and quickly threw their balls. Inojin's barely missed Sarada as she bent backwards and threw her ball towards him at the same time. It hit him square in the stomach as he fell to the ground. Shikadai's ball hit Boruto on the head.

"Oww!" Boruto yelled, rubbing his head.

"Hn, yes," Shikadai cheered. "I hit the team captain. Who's the loser now?"

"Shut it, Ponytail!" Boruto yelled as he sat next to Chocho as Inojin followed him.

Kibiaki glared at Shikadai. "Inojin got hit! Your plan didn't totally work!"

Shikadai glared back. "Calm down, I didn't say none of us would not get hit."

"I was wanting for it to be 4 vs 2 right now not 3 vs 2!" Kibiaki yelled as Shikadai rolled his eyes.

"Watch out! Looks like wolf man is getting angry again!" we heard a random voice taunt followed by a gang of laughs. We all turned around and saw the three boys who bullied me a couple of older boys, around nine years old, with them.

"Go away!" I shouted. I looked over at my brother. "Boruto! These were the meanie heads who hurt me."

"What?!" Boruto said, surprised. He growled and rolled up his sleeves. "Why you… how dare you hurt my sister?! I'm going to pummel you!"

He started after them as Sarada stopped him by holding on to his shirt. "Stop it! You can't just go charging in like that! They have older boys with them who appear stronger than us!"

"I don't care!" Kibiaki shouted as he raced towards the bullies. "They don't look so tough!"

"Kibiaki! Wait!" I shouted.

Kibiaki ran towards the chubby kid, raising his fit to punch him, when one of the older, and who was also chubby, boys stepped in front of the chubby kid and hit Kibiaki in the stomach. Kibiaki gasped for air as the older chubby boy kicked him in the air and pushed him away. "That's what you get for beating up my brother last time!" he shouted.

"I-I d-didn't even do t-that!" Kibiaki gasped, coughing.

Me and Metal Lee ran over to Kibiaki and lifted him up. "Are you okay?" I asked.

"Yeah," Kibiaki growled, pushing us away. "Who are these guys anyways?"

"They picked on me a few weeks ago and Mitsuki came and saved me," I explained.

"But, that Snake Boy isn't here to save you now it seems like!" the older chubby boy told us, cracking his hands.

"I really wanted to get my hands on him for putting my brother in a tree, but I guess I will settle for you wimps," the other older boy said. He was tall just like the younger tall kid so I assumed they were brothers.

"Your younger brothers bullied my sister first!" Boruto argued.

"We don't care!" the older taller boy yelled. "You hurt our brothers and we are going to hurt you back!"

"That isn't very logical," Inojin pointed. "None of this would've happened if your brothers just minded their own business."

"W-what did you say, smartass?!" the older taller boy shouted as he ran towards Inojin. The rest of his gang followed him.

I gasped and looked around at my friends. We had the advantage in numbers, but I didn't want to get into a fight! I would get in so much trouble. But, if I don't fight I'm going to get hurt again! My father wouldn't approve since I'm his daughter and he's the Hokage… _I jumped up from my seat. "But, they pushed me off my swing! And they sat on me and kicked me. They were being mean! I just protected myself until Mitsuki came."_

"_I know you were, sweetie," my father sighed. "I wish it was just handled differently, that's all. If those bullies told their parents that the new child and the Hokage's daughter got into a fight, it wouldn't really look good for our family."_

I shook my anger as I recalled the memory from my talk with my father. No! I'm going to protect me and my friends. I'm not going to care what the villagers think of me! They should understand we are being bullied and I'm here to protect my friends! I ran beside of Inojin and we both looked at each other and nodded as we both kicked the older taller boy in the stomach. His eyes widened as he flew backwards in the air and landed on the ground. His younger brother ran towards us but Boruto jumped in our way and punched him square in the nose. It began to bleed as he began to cry and lay down on the ground, grabbing his nose. Kibiaki and Chocho teamed up on the older chubby boy as Kibiaki jumped in the air and kicked him in the head while Chocho punched him in the stomach. He fell to the ground and Kibiaki kicked him once more for good measure. We all looked at the other two boys as they took a few steps backwards and ran away, yelling and crying.

Kibiaki, Chocho, and Boruto all high-fived one another, but Inojin and I didn't join. My anger melted away and fear replaced it. I just got into a fight at school… we are going to get in so much trouble. I remembered Inojin telling me how angry his mother gets when she's mad and I looked over at him. He was looking at the ground and I could tell he looked a little worried.

"Why do you two look so upset?" Boruto asked. "We just showed those bullies who's boss!"

"Because now all five of us are going to get in trouble now for getting into a fight at school!" I snapped and Boruto flinched. I sighed. "I'm sorry. I'm just worried about what our father would say."

Kibiaki shrugged. "I know my pops isn't going to care. He encourages me to stand up for myself and my friends. Why would they get mad?"Boruto and I gave a crazy look, but didn't say anything. He wouldn't understand.

But, Sarada answered for us. "It's because they are the children of the Hokage. The village has high expectations for that whole family."

Kibiaki raised his eyebrows. "That sucks."

"No, what sucks is that Shino-sensei is coming over here," Chocho said, rolling her eyes. She always had some sort of attitude going on.

Shino-sensei walked over to us and crossed his farms. I couldn't read the expression on his face because of his sunglasses and hood covering his face. "So, I heard there was a little fight over here and it looks like there was." He glanced around the field and noticed the boy with the bleeding nose. "Shikadai, Metal Lee, and Sarada! Please take these boys to the nurse's office and go back to the classroom. I know you weren't about of this fight so you are dismissed."

All three of them gave us worried looks as they regrettably picked up the three boys and drug them into the Academy. Shino-sensei looked back at us. "Also I know the details of the fight so none of you do not have to explain. They indeed started it first. However, a fight is a fight and that is against the rules here at Konoha Academy. I'm afraid I'm going to have to send a note to your parents. I would like for them to read it, sign it, and return it tomorrow to me in class. Is that understood?" We all nodded slowly. "Good, now let's go back to class."

As we walked back, Boruto grabbed my shoulder. "Are you nervous?"

"I'm just nervous about father going on a long rant and lecturing us," I admitted. "They are so boring and annoying, but I don't like it when he's mad at us."

Boruto crossed his arms and huffed. "I don't care if he gets mad at us or not!" I didn't say anything back, but I knew my brother was lying.

When our mother came to pick us up, things were a little awkward. All three of us walked in silence for awhile before I finally spoke. "Are you going to tell my grandfather?" I asked.

My mother shook her head. "No, we are just not going to talk about the matter at all right now until I speak to your father. I'm going to drop you off at the Hyuga compound and you can be spoken to about this later."

Boruto looked at each other a little confused as she signed my note. How was that going to work out if I don't live with them and they aren't going to tell my grandfather. When free period came around that evening. "So, I heard you got into a fight?" Neji asked me.

I was sitting on Neji's floor playing tug a war with rattle with Naoki while he sat on his bed. "Can we talk about this on the way to school in the morning?" I asked annoyed. "Its my free period and I don't want to waste it. I want to go to the park."

Neji sighed. "You can't go until we talk about this."

"There's nothing to talk about."

"Why are you acting so closed off right now?" Neji asked me.

"I already know what you're going to say!" I complained.

Neji frowned. "Tell me, then."

"You're going to lecture me about how getting in a fight doesn't look good for the Hyuga name or for my father since he's the Hokage and that I should've not joined the fight," I told him. "I'm not stupid."

"Yes, you are," Neji replied and I flinched. "I was not going to say that at all. I'm not even mad at you. A little surprised and disappointed, yes. I was going to say I understood why you got into that fight, but that there way other ways to handle it. You could've gotten an instructor or just encourage your friends to ignore them and walk away."

"One of the boys was running after Inojin!" I yelled. "We couldn't just walk away from that!"

"You could've stopped him without getting violent," Neji explained. "Grabbing his arm and restraining him in some way why somebody else grabbed an adult would've been a smart idea."

"Well, we didn't think of that," I muttered. "I'm only five years old. I'm not as smart as everybody thinks I am!"

Neji held out his hand. "Let me see your test results." I took out the crumpled piece of paper from my skirt and handed it to him. He looked over it. "Well, this piece of paper proves you wrong. You made a perfect score. You're probably smarter than most people give you credit for."

I smiled a little when he said that, but I tried to hide it. "See, you know it, too! I saw that smirk," Neji pointed out.

I reached out and hugged him. "I'm sorry for be rude to you. I just thought you would've been really upset with me. My father would have."

Neji pulled me away and looked me in the eyes. "You might not realize now, but you will when you're older. Your father does the things he does because he loves you and tries to do what is best for you."

I sighed. "You sound like mother. She says that all the time."

"Well, that just means I am right," Neji told me, shrugging.

"What! How?" I asked.

He responded by tickling me, which shocked me a little. "Didn't you want to go to the park? You should go before you go to bed."

"You always ignore me when I ask you questions like that!" I whined.

I turned and left his room and headed to the park. I sighed relief as I walked. That talk went better than I expected. No stupid annoying and boring lecture about dumb things that would always put Boruto to sleep. That was the only part of the lecture I always enjoyed because it was funny! Speaking of my brother, when I made it to the park he was sitting on a swing by himself. He wasn't even swinging. I walked up to him and sat on the empty swing beside of him.

"What are you doing here?" I asked. "Your kind of far away from home. On the other side of town as a matter of fact."

Boruto looked up at me. He looked angry. "I remember you telling me one time you play here sometimes during your free period so I came here hoping you would show up."

"Why? What happened?"

Boruto clenched his fist. "Dad happened! That's what! He is so annoying!"

"Are you mad that he lectured you?"

"Yes! But, this lecture was different. He wouldn't hear my side of the story at all! He didn't even let mom stay in the room while he talked to me. He just went on and on about what I should've done instead of this and Hokage that and blah blah blah! He just kept talking until I finally just got up and ran out of the house."

I raised my eyebrows at him. "Knowing you, you didn't just jump up and leave. You probably yelled something stupid to him."

"It wasn't stupid!" Boruto yelled. "If you still lived with us, you would know! But, instead you live with the Hyugas! Now, that is stupid!"

I rolled my eyes. "Just tell me what you said to our father before you left."

Boruto got quite and whispered. "I...I told him I hated him and the way he acts is why nobody like him when he was our age. When I was waiting to see what he would say, nothing happened. He didn't look angry or nothing at me. He just looked blank. It was a little scary, actually. He just told me to get out of his sight and that's when I ran away."

I gasped and smacked the back of his head. "Why would you say that to him?! You probably made him sad when you said that!"

"He made me mad!" Boruto protest, rubbing the back of his head.

I jumped up. "I don't care. That was so mean of you!"

"Shut up, Hima!" Boruto yelled back, getting in my face. "Why do you always stand up to him when you know I'm right?! Just a few weeks ago you was very angry with him also and said some mean things about him!"

"That's different! That was a one time thing and it wasn't to his face!"

"Oh, so that makes things better?!"

"Yes!" I yelled. Boruto pushed me to the ground. I looked up at him and tears began to form in my eyes. "W-why did you push me?"

Boruto took a few steps back. "I-I didn't mean-"

"You hate me now, too?!" I screamed. "That's why you pushed me, right Boruto?!"

Boruto turned around. "Don't ever call me Boruto again. I want to be nicknamed Bolt from now on. Boruto sounds just like Naruto and I don't want to be my father's shadow my whole life."

I jumped up and got in his face. "How about you never talk to me again, Boruto? I called you Boruto! You gonna push me again, Boruto! You big meanie head!"

"Ugh, shut up!" Boruto yelled as he ran away. "You just made everything worse!"

"Go ahead and run away! That's the only thing you're good at anyways!" I yelled back as I watched him run away from the park.

I was too mad at him to chase after my brother so I sat on the ground and began to cry. We never had a fight like this before. I mean, we've had arguments. But, every siblings fight with each other. Especially twins! I think we aren't suppose to have these kinds of fight though. Ones where we yell at each other and get violent. We usually get in arguments over stupid stuff. This fight felt very different. It was serious.

I felt a hand pat my head. I smacked it away, thinking it was Boruto. "Go away!" I told him, covering my face up with my hands so he didn't see me crying.

"Okay," I heard a voice that wasn't my brother's say.

I quickly jumped up and gave Mitsuki a hug. "Why are you here? You wasn't at school today!"

"I am here because I heard you having an argument with Boruto so I came over to see what was going on," Mitsuki explained. "I felt like an undercover spy."

"Were we that loud?" I asked, embarrassed. There goes me unintentionally drawing attention to myself.

Mitsuki shrugged. "Yes, but nobody was around. So, you don't have to worry. To answer your other question, my father made me stay out of school. He told me that he wanted to spend more time with me so we spent the day together."

"You hardly ever see your father so that is good!" I replied. "What did you two do?"

"We walked around the forest for awhile. He showed me some plant and animal life and explained what each species was. Then, we went to a small village about three miles from our house and we grabbed a bite to eat and did a little grocery shopping. It was so neat! My father and I wore these dark hoods over our heads when we went out."

"Why would you wear a hood when it was warm and sunny today?"

"I don't know. I didn't question it. I was just having fun with my father!"

"Why are you not still with your father?" I asked.

Mitsuki frowned. "He had to go away again so I decided to come into the village and see who I could find. And I found you. What were you and Boruto arguing about anyways if I may ask?"

I frowned back at him and explained all what happened today. "... so you missed a very actional day," I told him, ending my story.

Mitsuki raised his eyebrows. "It seems I did. I wish I was there at school today now. I could've stopped that fight without using violence."

I shrugged. "Actually, I think they deserved it. The bullies will know not to bother us again."

"Perhaps, but should violence be the answer to everything?"

"No, not to everything! Only to things like being bullied! Sometimes, you just have to stand up for yourself."

"I know," Mitsuki said. "But, that led to some upset parents and hurt children. Followed up by a fight with your brother, who also used violence against you so you could stop yelling at him."

I looked away. "He had no right to hit me."

"And, you had no right to hit those bullies."

I gave him a strange look. "Why are you even at the Academy then if you're against fighting? One of the major things about being a Shinobi is that we have to fight sometimes to protect ourselves, our village, and our comrades."

"I want to be a peaceful Shinobi," Mitsuki admitted. "I want to be able to confront enemies with words and deals instead of weapons and ninjutsu. If they don't comply with me, I will just simply use my skills to restrain and stop them from doing what they are doing. Like I did with your bullies. I hung them from that tree and they stopped."

"But, they came back."

"And if talking to them didn't help, I would've done the samething again. Eventually, they will just give up and give in to you."

"I don't think your way will always work, but if you think it will then I can't change your mind," I told him. I looked up at the sky. It was dark now. "I guess I should be heading home and you should as well. It is dangerous walking in the forest alone at night plus the gates are going to close soon."

"You're right," Mitsuki said as we both got up. "I have a question to ask before I go. What kind of Shinobi do you want to be?"

I looked up and put a finger up to my chin as I began to think. I never really thought about it before. "I want to be a kind and strong Shinobi!" I finally answered. "I want to be able to protect my friend, but at the same time be like you a little I guess. I don't want to always just jump straight into fighting. I want to talk to my opponents first."

Mitsuki smiled. "Good answer. I think we will both be able to achieve the Shinobi we want to be."

I stuck my thumb up at him. "We will see who can achieve it first."

Mitsuki looked at me for a moment then stuck up his thumb. "Deal."

**Author's Note: I didn't realize the chapter became this long until I stopped typing. Sorry if it is too long! I personally like fanfics with long chapters myself so I guess that's why I did that. In the next chapter, a time skip is going to happen! **


End file.
